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worlds emoHO 



TMET .__ 

anowhms 

THERE ■':■' 
WAS A 

pspthless. 
fathomless 

QUALITV 
THAT WAS 

FRISHTEHIWLV 
UHNATURALi 




Dt was then re moticeothat um- 
kkowinsly, he had placep hisfoot 
into toe massive fireplace, anp 
the fuwes were uckiks about 
his shoe.' 84)t incredibly... 



Y-YES.' I T PESRI, ESCORT THE 
WILL GOTO S /MASTER TO HIS 
THE ROOM.' J^_ ROOM.' 




THIS IS MV CHANCE TO 3REAC , 
OUT OF HERE ANP GET BACK 
TO FRANK .' 
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-MT HUSBAND W 
IS MERELY ^ 
OVERWROUGHT, f 
I ASSURE you y 
HE'S ALU ^ 


WELL—ALL RISHT.' 
SUTtFl WERE YOU 
I'D KEEP HIM OFF 
THE STREETS UNTIL 

HE WAS MORE — rf 

_ himself; JH| 




i® 


K''£jfl 


1 ? 39> fc 




)!P.Sfi 




p^*v i ir 


i**^/? 


PrVilfr 





ffl 



.E STEPPED INTO THE SPLEN- 
DID eAWIASE tlNPROTESTINS- 
LV, CLOSE TO THE POINT OF ■ 
UTTER EXHAUSTION!. 





WC^Zx''^' 
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■He hesitated for several 

FRANTIC SECONDS, NOT KWOWiNG 
WHICH WAV TO TURN.' BUT HAVING 
NO OTHER RECOURSE, HE FLEO ■ 
GOWN THE LON&MRK CORRIDOR.' 



a staircase.' it's 
like the oh& i 
discovered [n the 
secret pa5sage: 
mavbe this one 
leaps out onto 
" street; 



Q3lS TOONCWG HEAOT KJJ^ PACE WITH i HIS 
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©tie day of stork •rrasedg. wSfioot a prewerf+ior? e sSAmSl 

stepped off ^I&eartMyexistmKiiffoawtMsiiwi none 

mortal (BOWer- «Xfwrie»CB* oM survived i ""^ '' ' ■' 
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! *m\ B*ABR«MCV.' CALL AWEAD TO THE I » 
' OOWT ) DOCTOR TO HAVe OPCRfftlUS _J WJITCHELL 
ROOM THREE READV.' J/k AME5> 

T BREATHING 
■grew MORE 
LABOREO, 
AMD HI5 
WEAKENED, 
WEARIED UDS 
COULD ALL 
1 BUT STRUGGLE 
TO REMAIN) 
OPEM UNDER. 
THE GLAR1N6 
ARC U6HT 

ON THE 
OPERATING 
TABLE! 
SOMETIME 
LATER 





ID PRESENTLY. Aft COM5CIO0SNESS STOLE AWAY UNDER 
THE EFFECTS OF THE ANESTHE&tA.THE SIKKIN& 
WftlEMT'S EVES CAUGHT THE COLD GLEAM OF THE 
SURtt6W'3 SCAPEL OESCENDWS ' 
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t! SUPPED AMD FtU. A DOZEN TWES, SIWSOUMS 
HIS FEET AMD PUSHtNeoMi THE EFFORT TO 
BffEATHE WAS LIKE LIQUID FIRE BURNING IW6VPE WIM, 
ATtASTi HE CO-LftPSED EXHAUSTEOtY ! 
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J? TELL ME WHERE I ^ 
IT AM "3 GRANDFATHER \ 
B—-TELL MEl jgff2. 


* —t*i you* owtf aoov, 

MITCHELL ! WE HAVE ALL 
BEEN RESIDING IN YOUR. J 

re BODY i rfimj 


IS^S 


'h^^vnL^T^ ^^^ 


^la^Klll 


W^^^^T^^^L 




viv^^^^^H 


^^jj; 


VXliiSdi ) | *; h , , j 7 <ajBjPiil 


^T" " , ^j&al 





•-THE REVELATION SKEW" IN EVEN (WORE FAN- 
TASTIC PROPORTIONS A3T-HE YOUNGER MAN 
ilSrENEP AND BECAME AWARE OF STRANGE 
NEW AVENUES OF EKIgTENCE ' 

WE ARE ALL YOUR ANCESTORS I TH06E 
FROM WHOM. YOU INHERITED ALL YOUR. 
CHARACTERISTICS i IT HAS BEEN IN YOUR. 
BODY THAT WE RETAINED A MOLD ON 
LIPS ! 
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YE5 — DEATH HAS CONQUERED YOU .'A 
SO CONQUERED Us ALL— FOR ALL TIME 
TO COME i YOU WERE THE LAST OP THE 
AWES' LIWEI SOON — SOON WE WILL 

BECOME AS NCTOINS ! 



.'II AWE AND WONDERMENT, MITCHELL AMES 6AZE0 AROUND HI* 
AT THE FANTASTIC WORLD THAT WAS WITHIN HIS OWN BODVJ 
IT SEEMED ALL TOO INCOMPREHENSIBLE . 




jf THEN THIS IS TOE 
r REASON YOU HAVE WO 
MOUTHS J SO YOU CAW 
NEVER COMMUNICATE TO 
ANY OF THE LIVING— THE 
5ECKETS '- 



VHEN, SUDDeNLY-- A TREMENDOUS SURGE OF YITAUTV 
PULSATED THROUGH HIM ! AND THE STRANGE WORLD 
AgOUMP HIM, HEAVED ANDTHKOSBEP ASAIN .< 
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When abri6kt.suwks usht 
pierceo the mrkness— and 
the pungent ooorof antiseptic 
titil wed mb nostrils i he w*& 
om the operating table.' 
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A FAVOR RETURNED 



By Arthur Sachary «- 




THAT NIGHT the cold wind blew from 
the North, rippling the water and making 
it lap softly against the side of the boat. A . 
man was hunched over in the boat, crooning 
a soft, bitter song to himself. "She's just got 
to do it," he sang. He moaned it over and over 
again, as if trying to reassure himself. 

The man lifted his head and shuddered. It 
was the crazy nightly wail of the loon that 
he heard. The loon must be nesting somewhere 
on the small island in the center of the lake. 
It was where she lived — the witch. 

The clouds parted and the cold light of the 
moon broke through for the first time that 
night. Jeb Randall laid his blue-steel gun on 
the seat and took the oars in hand. 

He put his muscle to the task and the boat 
shot across the water, cutting for the island. 
A dozen strokes were enough. Jeb rested on 
the oars as the boat glided toward a small 
inlet. The bird's cry shrilled out, much closer 
now, laughing at him, mocking his courage. 

Jeb wet his dried lips with the tip of his 
tongue. You gotta hold on to your nerve, he 
told himse'.t.lt was this night or never. Last 
night had been different. Tonight there was 
no reason to be afraid. There was no reason 
' for letting Sam Barker live another night with- 
out misery. He had laughed at Jeb and cheated 
him for the final time last night. Now the laugh 
on Sam's face would twist up into a cry of 
pain. And Jeb would see that it would not 
stop— not until he knew Sam was dead. The 
witch .vould do that for him. 

The boat slipped softly into the inlet. Jeb 
guided it forward, pulling on the overhanging 
branches which shut out all light and created 
a black cavern. The boat scraped to a stop, 
and Jeb looped a rope around a tree stump. 
The boat was secured. 

He slipped over the side and his hunting 
boots sank into the soft mud. There was a suck- 
ing sound as the mud reluctantly gave up its 
hold and Jeb pulled himself up onto firm 
ground. His eyes searched the darkness until 
he found a path faintly visible through the 
thick underbrush, and then he started out. 



Entangling vines wound around Jeb's ankles 
and branches snapped and lashed his face. Up 
ahead there was a sudden burst of yellow light 
which quickly died, as if someone had opened 
a door and shut it again quickly. For a mo- 
ment, Jeb fought off the panic which swept ■ 
over him and would command him to return 
to the boat and safety. But he had to keep 
his nerve, that he knew. He hadn't come this ; 
far to turn in his tracks and run like a child 
trapped in a cemetery at night. There was no 
turning back. Sam must pay for his treachery. 
Warily, Jeb stole down the path. The under- 
brush thinned out and the light of the sky, 

- the stars and the moon beckoned. The path 
ended up in a clearing. Jeb paused to catch 
his breath, and then padded across the clear- 
ing until he stood no less than ten yards from 
the old shack. The steel of his rifie burned 
into his cold, sweating hands. Then Jeb felt 
his heart turn to rubber and his blood to water, 
for the door of the shack was slowly opening. 

' Yellow light poured out on the cracked, 

- warped steps. 

Standing in the doorway was the ugliest 
' woman Jeb Randall had ever seen— the witch. 
As Jeb drew closer, his eyes studied the shriv- 
elled skin, the thin, gray, stringy hair and 
the hawkish nose. The wrinkled lips, sucked 
in over the gums, parted, and the witch cackled, 
"I knew you'd come soon," 
I Jeb stirred uneasily. 

' "The signs never lie." She had known and 
had been waiting for him. She had read his 
innermost thoughts and found the secret hate 
that had been festering in his mind. A high- 
pitched cry of triumph rose from her lips and 
was wafted upwards like smoke from a fire. 

"Do you want me to tell you why you've 
come?" she asked. 

Jeb shook himself numbly. Terror lumped 
in his throat and spread from there to the rest 
of his body. He tried to make words with his 
tongue and lips, but they would not come. He 
fought the terror which was his master. He 
needed her, the old witch. 
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^ "Voodoo," Jeb said «t last In • weak voice. 
"Sam Barker, I wanna lee him hurt. I want 
you to put a hex on him." 

Her eyes bored into Jeb's. "You be Jeb Ran- 
dall," she said. She threw back her head and 
laughed mirthlessly and silently, racked by a 
joke that Jeb could not understand. 

The old witch raised a claw-like han'd and 
beckoned Jeb to come to her. Jeb stepped for- 
ward and put a moist wad of tightly folded 
bills, in her hand without touching her. 

She turned her back on Jeb, and he fol- 
lowed her into the shack. A cast-iron caldron 
hung in the fireplace, glowing red with the 
heat from a bed of coals.-A foul-smelling brew 
boiled and bubbled in the pot. The witch stood 
before the caldron, stirring the brew with a 
knobby stick as she mumbled her chant, alter- 
nating Sam Barker's name, with those of the 
foul ingredients in her potion. 
^ At last she stopped. "A picture," she rasped. 
"Of Sam Barker. Did you bring one?" 

She wrenched the photograph from Jeb's 
hand. Her eyes fed greedily on Sam's face. 
Then she tossed the likeness into the brew 
where it floated a moment and then dissolved. 
She bent down and snatched a piece of charred 
wood from the fire. 

Jeb followed the witch across the room. She 
removed a crudely-made doll from a hook in 
the wall, and quickly sketched a likeness of 
Sam Barker's face on the doll's blank face. 

The witch turned on her heel. "Come." she 
said. Jeb hurried after her, following her out 
of the shack, into the cold night. The sweat 
beaded on his forehead as he struggled to keep 
up with the old witch running down a trail 
that was marked out only for her eyes. 

Jab sucked in great gulps of air. But it was 
not enough. His lungs ached as if the witch, 
herself, were sharpening her claws on them. 
Inside him, a voice warned Jeb not to lose sight 
of the witch. He must not lose her. The pains 
shooting up his legs and his back must be ig- 
nored. He was close to revenge and he wouldn't 
let it slip through his fingers now. Sam Barker 
couldn't escape him now. 

Suddenly the old witch raised her hand and 
came to a halt in the dense blackness of the 



woods. Jeb limped to a halt, fighting for his 
wind. "Here," she said, "is where I will finish 
the voodoo." 

With pins the witch affixed the effigy of Sam 
Barker to a tree. She looked slyly at Jeb 
through narrowed eyes. "How," she said, "do 
you want Sam Barker to suffer?" 

Jeb trembled. He shook his head numbly. He 
wanted to break and run. Let the old witch 
work her own evil. He didn't want to get too 
close to the torture that would grip Sam and 
drive him out of his mind to his death. 

Her fingers worked nimbly and swiftly as 
the old witch stippled the doll with pins. Then 
she stepped back. It was over now, Jeb thought, 
with relief'. 

The old witch sensed his thoughts. From 
somewhere she produced a long, wicked-look- 
ing hat pin. She turned to Jeb and a toothless 
grin creased the wrinkles in her face. "Wait," 
she said. "Just wait." 

The old witch turned her attention to an- 
other tree. For the first time, Jeb saw that 
there was a second doll fixed there. 

With a howl of joy in some secret joke that 
only she shared the witch plunged the hat 
pin into this second doll right at its waistline. 
The pin quivered, stuck fast to the tree. Jeb 
turned white. He felt a tickle of pain run 
through his stomach. 

"Who?" he asked hoarsely, hugging his mid- 
dle with his arms and bending forward to ease 
the pain. It couldn't be, he thought. It just 
couldn't be. 

The witch turned on Job. There was glee in 
her eyes. 

"You!" he old woman roared, "Your part- 
ner, Sam Barker, was herel He came to me last 
night." » 

Jeb groaned. "You'll both die tqnight," the 
old woman sang. 

JBOWLING with pain, Jeb Randall ran 
Mm - into the blackness of the night, scream- 
ing for mercy, running, running, seeking the 
end to his pain— an end that would come only 
when he met the black fate that awaited him 
and Sam Barker. 

THE END 
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Thou with yourvscience — and your smug certainties '. can 
you explain aw0y the apparitions that lurk in the jungle in 
the deepest of night ? you who believe that all knowng- 
ceases wh the last beat of the human heart.' it 15 you 
who is challenged to reap the . . . 



you ///mcesrxoYep'* 
&s> gar aiaco/v 

aho no matter 

were you ei.ee, 
you wo- &st&xn 

to eace the 

wbath oe rf/E 

t/VMO BEAD! 



vm 



/, 



-NO 1 YOU'LL 

v never get me i 
SC\never..a/£V£«.' 





6t WAS A DARK, CLEAR WINTRY NBHT 
-AND THE WIND WHISTLED ACROSS 
THE RUNWAY AS GAR ffACOXiCOM- 
MERCIAL PBOT. ttAOEWSWA? TO THE 
SLEEK AND HUWMIM8 AIRLINER) 



WILL VOU RETURN TO 
THB COUNTRY FROW 
YOUR NATIVE AFRICA, 
FOR ANOTHER LECTURE 
TOUR ON BLACK. 
MAGIC, MAECAM30 ? 



OUT OF MY WAY, 
WILL YOU? IVE 

ear to get 

THIS SHIP UP 
IN THE AIR — 
AND BLACK 
MAGIC WONT 
DOIT! 



i 
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BUT THE JMASe OF MARCAftlSO 
WAS ETCHED UPOW HIS DIS- 
TRACTED BRAIN , AMD GAB. 
MACON COULD NOT REST IN 
THE THREADBARE HUT PLACED 
AT HIS DISPOSAL. THE JUNSLE 
NIGHT WAS ALIVE WITH SOUND 
-AND THE JUNGLE HEATMADE 
HIS TEMPLES THROB I 
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JllUSINS TO 
TOE FLOATING 
LOG AS THOUGH 
ID THE LAST 

THREAD OF 

LIFE — GAR. 
MACON WAS 
DRIVEN DOWN- 
STREAM SVTHE 

SWIFT AND 
TREACHEROUS 
CURRENT.' 

HOURS LATER 
HE STAGGERED 
ASHORE ON 
TREMBLING LEGS 
AMD STU(AB'.ED 
THROUGH THE 
UNDERBRUSH, 
UNTIL AT LAST 
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._ IT LA-rr, 

CLOSE TO 
COLLAPSE, 

THE STRAINED 
AND HAGGARD 
PILOT REACHED 

his oesnwAnow. 

ASSIGNED TO 
A ROOM IN 
THE AIRPORT 
BARRACKS; 

HE SLEPT FOR. 

TWEWTY-ONE 

HOURS. 



ONCE I CLEAR OUT 
OF HERE, I'LLSE 
OKAY AGAIN J THAT 
WAS ALL MY IMAGI- 
NATION i ^!UST .'W/ 
CON&OEWCE WORK- 
ING ON ME--IGti£Sr<, 
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a big, new book tot 
MODEL BUILDERS 



0^ 




.... •.•.%..i»'':.V.' ':'.:■;. -yi .''■■ ' 
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If you're an active model builder or if you're only start- 
ing to work with balsa wood then here is a book you'll 
keep for years! Packed with accurate plans and instruc- 
tions for building over 25 different control-line and 
free-flight model airplanes, battery driven boats and 
scale automobiles. Handbook for MODEL BUILDERS also 
contains a complete list of all gas engines, tips on build- 
ing and a special story on GETTING STARTED IN MODEL 
BUILDING! 



If your dealer cannot luppty you order your 
FAWCETT BOOKS, Dpt. C-IO, Greenwich, Connec 
Fawcet) Book No. 112. 



< by mail fro 



Just took What This Book Contains! 

• 144 pages A^ rr-_ 

• Plans for 25 TESTED projects 

• Hundreds of photographs 

• Gas Model Airplane Plans 

• Model Boat Plans 

• Model Car Plans 

• plus many other models 




At Your Local Newsstand 75 Cents a Copy 



Printed In U. S. A. 
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THE MOST 
y M SPECTACULAR CRIME 
COMIC MAGAZINE 
OF ALL TIME! 

10* BUY YOUR COPY TODAY! 10 c 



